THE  SPANISH WAR
turned out to be very fine soldiers. Companies from the
Regiment of America—a name which is a romantic re-
minder of the spacious days when Spain held sway over
three-quarters of a continent in the New World—weie
equal in valour to the famous Spanish foot of the sixteenth
century. They had no peers in close hand-to-hand
fighting, when it is a case of each man for himself.
Despite this, my favourites were always the volunteer
battalions—the young men of the Requetes or the
Falangists. The first, so gay and dashing with their scarlet
botnas, or berets, rather like the tam-o'-shanter but
without the tassel, worn hanging down over the right ear,
their khaki shirts, wide open on the chest, their buff
equipment, and their white socks neatly rolled round the
ankle over their espargatas, or cord-soled shoes. The
second, in their blue uniforms, looked so workman-like,
and how they sang their Falangist hymn as they marched!
There was much work in those early days, but also much
singing, and "Oriamendi" for the Requetes, the Falangist
hymn, and the "Novio de la Muerte" for the Spanish
Legion, could be heard over the tramp of feet and the
roar of the motor traffic on every road and in every town
square of Nationalist Spam.
The Requetes must have put in the field, mainly in the
north as I have already said, something like 100,000 men,
nearly all of whom were used for active military purposes.
The Falangists had perhaps double that number, but
many of their units were used on lines of communication
and for garrison purposes. Many also were kept in
Majorca to protect that island from further menace and
also to act themselves as a perpetual threat to Barcelona.
None of these troops were completely trained, and yet
most of them had to be used in the front line as necessity

